CHAPTER V

EVE

THE Honourable Wilfrid Desert's rooms were opposite a
picture gallery off Cork Street. The only male member of
the aristocracy writing verse that any one would print, he
had chosen them for seclusion rather than for comfort. His
' junk,' however, was not devoid of the taste and luxury
which overflows from the greater houses of England, Furni-
ture from the Hampshire seat of the Cornish nobleman, Lord
Mullyon, had oozed into two vans, when Wilfrid settled in.
He was seldom to be found, however, in his nest, and was
felt to be a rare bird, owing his rather unique position among
the younger writers partly to his migratory reputation. He
himself hardly, perhaps, knew where he spent his time, or
did his work, having a sort of mental claustrophobia, a
dread of being hemmed in by people. When the war broke
out he had just left Eton ; when the war was over he was
twenty-three, as old a young man as ever turned a stave.
His friendship with Michael, begun in hospital, had lan-
guished and renewed itself suddenly, when in 1920 Michael
joined Dan by and Winter, publishers, of Blake Street,
Covent Garden. The scattery enthusiasm of the sucking
publisher had been roused by Wilfrid's verse. Hob-nobbing
lunches over the poems of one in need of literary anchorage,
had been capped by the firm's surrender to Michael's insist-
ence. The mutual intoxication of the first book Wilfrid had
written and the first book Michael had sponsored was
crowned at Michael's wedding. Best man ! Since then, so far
as Desert could be tied to anything, he had been tied to those